a funeral, and when Dr. Mayer would kindly consent to
go on with the next act. "Fourteen steps/' Bhakaroff thought.
"Three steps sharp to the right/' He stretched out his hand
and there was the rock. " Two steps down and towards the
footlights and then a step. Leap, Leap, you coward! Well
done, Sasha." This time the smell of the pinewood led him
the way down the three last steps. And there was the floor
of the stage.

Bhakaroff opened his eyes and looked into the blue dark-
ness. It was Like swimming under water on a moonlit night.
Although he could not see it, he could feel that there were
many people around him on the stage, but they were strangely
silent. He smiled towards a blueish-white shield suspended
in the blackness, which he recognized as Pierre Colin's shirt
front. "Moije suispret, Pierrot" he announced into his direc-
tion. Then he made a sharp face about and marched off
through the centre.

Sybil had been standing in the wings among the chorus,
among all the people who had watched Sasha's precarious
descent in such a heavy, breathless silence.

"I never believed it, but it's true," a big, middle-aged
alto whispered behind her.

"I told you so, didn't I?" a thin, young soprano replied.

"Blind, Madonna miaV* an Italian tenor asked.

"Blind as a bat," Mike Stern's resounding bass voice
concluded.

Sybil remained in the wings, a stiff little smile on her face.
"Poor Sasha," she thought,cc to-day they are only whispering
it in the wings. Soon everybody will talk about it, it will be
all over town, in all the newspapers, all over the world." She
could almost see the headlines, screaming his pitiful secret
into the streets. Poor, poor Sasha.

On the stage, Dr. Mayer clapped his hands. "Stage
clear. On your places. Everything ready? Go! Curtain!"

The third act began.
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